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NOW. WtTH HIS MAfiNG COSTUME 
HIDDEN. DAVEY RECEIVES TEMP- 
ORARY MAGNETIC POWERS 
FROM MAGNQ 



FQR SEVERAL HOURS YOU 
WILL HAVE THE SAME 

POWERS I DO > - 

7-^NOW I CAN 
FIX THOSE C-iC'^KS- 
PK WHO WERE SO 
7V MEAN TO BILLY 




CaVc7 =r^-TiOi-i3 KiMSELF On THE 
SQWIEg AND AFTER A FEW MINUTES 



THAT STATION WAGON 5EEM5 
TO BE PICKING UP ALL THE 
KIDS. -LOOKS LIKE ILL SOON 
LEARN SOMETHING 




/ STOP \ / | CAN'T V 
CROWDING ) { LET HIM GET ] 
VVOU. AND J VAWAY WITH / 
> MOVE / \ THAT / 
tOVER ) ^-^l^y^ 


in 


llfc 
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LOOK, MAGNO, HE'S 
GOT THE REFUGEE 
fcKIDS IN CHAINS, 
THI5 15 WHERE 
HE KEEPS THEM 




MtfNi® AND OAVEV WILL BE 
BACK WITH ANOTHER EXClTiNQ 
ADVENTURE IN THE NEVT ISSUE OF 

SUPER-MYSTERY COMICS * 




HJ3H OVER AMAZON JUNGLE LAND SKY SMITH 
SEE5 SOMETHING FLASHING FROM THE &RQI 
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W>l EAR THIS F 
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I'M DONALD CARR.THE EXPLORER 
WR.MATHEW5 HERE W DAL1&HTER 
AND 1 FLEW OUT HERE ST PLANE 
A WEEK AGO WE WERE ATTACKED 
BV HOSTILE NATIVES _*sffwH AT ABOUT 
XYOUR PLANE? 





I'M 5KY 5MITH. ^ 
I'VE COME TO TAKE _^H 
YOU AWAY FROM\ J^H 
b. HERE ^ _^fli 




V THANK ^ 

£§ heavens! 
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NATIVES LET GoJtRYING TO SAVE 
FORD_, v. _ V HAS REFU5EDT0 
BECOME MY QUEEN. 
NOW SHE WILL DIE. AND 
"YOU SHALL WATCH THE 
y/- v CEREMONY 




MR. FORD, LISTEN TOME.VOU 
WERE AH AMERICAN AVIATOR. 
YOU MUST HAVE CRASHED YOUR 
PLANE AND SOT HURT^OU'RE 
ILL OE VOL! WOULDN'T DO 
ANYTHING LIKE THIS. T&V 
AND REMEMBER 



ONT KNOW WHAT YOU'RE/ 
TALKING ABOUT. I'M THE 
GREAT WHITE/MASTER^ 
TAKE Hl^ AWAY, ff\ GUESS 

slaves ' y iirs no 





£ACH OF THE MECHANIZED 

RlPf RS PULLS FORTH A 

:ER LOOKING GUN 





THAT'S Jl 

WHERE M 

COMPANY 

COMES IN.MA'M. 

WE HAVE A NICE , 

LITTLE FIRE ""* 

INSURANCE POLICY 

HERE 




YOU HAVE COMPLETE 
PROTECTION AGAINST - 
FIRES FOR THE NEXT T~ 
YEARS AND \VS 




EASY DOUGH- NOW TO ] 
<5£T 50ME MORE- 
SUCKERS, WAlT'LL, 
THEV FIND OUT THE 
POLICIES AREN'T 
WORTH A f 



THE ARMY OF PHONgy 

SALESMEN EVEN HIT THE 

RURAL PIST R ICT 5 




NOW WE'RE GOING TO 
LEAVE YOU TWO TO 



me. and my blackacesa 
are going out on a s 
raid. while we're gonl 
this time 1 bom3 will go 
off Anp slow the 
house and you two 
to pieces 





ANOTHER pyNAMIC VULCAN 
ADVENTURE IN THE NEXT 

SSUEOF 
SUPER-MYSTERy COMICS 



Q-13 ARRIVES AND HEARS 
THE STORY OF THE STRANGE 
RADIO APPEAL FOR HELP 



THE PUBLIC MUST NOT 
HEAR ABOUT THIS UNTIL 
WE LEARN MORE. IT'S A 
DELICATE AND-IFTRUE- 
DANGEROUS 

ASSIGNMENT,)/ I'LL START 
<3-ia , ir -/\KX ONCE 



afteraouick plane 
trip to alaska, q-13 
Borrows a dog team 
and sled , and ■•• 



A FEW HOURS LATER- 



THERE HE IS. THE CHIEF 
WAS WISE TO FORESEE. 
THAT THE U.S. WOULD 

SEND SOMEONE TO 

INVESTIGATE 




( THIS IS MY ) 
V OMLY / 
\CHANCE. / 
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THOSE MEM WERE SENT 
OUT TO STOP ME, WHICH 
MEANS THEIR HEADQUARTERS 
CAN MOT BE FAR. FROM 



SEVERAL MILES AWAY- 



PLACE SEEMS DESERTED. 

BETTER TAKE A LOOK 

IN ONE OF THE IGLOOS 





HOW | VERY CLEVER. 
DO YOU CONCRETE AND 
LIKE STEEL ANTI- 

OUR U AIRCRAFT SUM 
LITTLE 'j TURRETS 
IGLOOS? COVERED WITH 
-^ICE AMD SNOW 



You HAVE SEEN NOTHING | 

Yet take him below 

TO MAJOR KOMO's 
HEADQUARTERS 




Below the fake- igloo, q-|3 sees 
a giant underground airdrome 



A POWERFUL FOREIGN AIRBASE RIGHT 
ON AMERICAN SOIL AND NO ONE WOULD 
HAVE KNOWN IT IF ELLEN GAIL HADN'T 
MADE THAT RADIO 
CALL. 1' WONDER. 
WHERE SHE IS 





this prisoner broke 
free long enough to 
use our radio. it's too 
bad. now you will have 
to radio Your head- 
quarters AND REPORT 

that it was a false 
alarm, that everything 
— . is all right 





WE SHALL SEE -. 
BRIMS THE VISE 
OVER HERE., 
SERGEANT MATA 



WHEN THE PRESSURE GETS SO- THAT 
YOU CAN'T STAND IT, WE'LL BRING IN 
A MICROPHONE AND 
YOU CAM CARRY OUT 
MY INSTRUCTIONS 




("They've gome 
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Q-13 CUTS THE GIRL 
FREE., AND ■-■ 



[their arsemalJ 

1 IS OVER •"•^^W 
^ THERE J GOOD |g 
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WHILE 1 RADIO WASHINGTON 

HELP, You SUARD THE 

DOOR, MISS GAIL /— i" OKAY 



Q-13 PUTS THROUGH THE CALL 
FOR HELP, THEN--- 



I NOW V we've GOT TO get out ) 
WHAT?y\OF HERE. BUT FIRST I 

WANT TO TAKE A / 
PRISONER/ 




MEANWHILE, IN WASHMSTCM 



WE'RE GOING TO SEND A 
SQUADRON OF BOMBERS 
TO AID Q-13 , AND 
DESTROY THAT FOREIGN 
BASE . THEY MUST LEAVE 

IMMEDIATELY • — ' ' 

YES.SIR 



BACK IN THE FOREIGN 
AIR BASE ■•- 



WHEI>J WE LEAVE HERE 
I 'WANT TO TAKE. MAJOR 
KOMO WITH US, THE 
GOVERNMENT WILL WANT 
TO TALK TO HIM 



DON I MAKE 
A PEEP 

*W-WHAT ? I 




ajor komo is Quickly 

OVERPOWERED , BOUND 
AND GAG&ED 



HEAD FOR ONE OF THOSE 
LADDERS LEADING TO , 
THE IGLOO 




WEVE GOT TO SILENCj 
THAT ANTI-AIRCRAFT 
GUN 




WED BETTER GET OUT OF 
THE WAY BEFORE THE 
PLANES START BOMBING 
THAT UNDERGROUND 
AIRDROME 




WHEN THEY GET THROUGH I 
IT WILL BE SIMPLE FOR 
THE PILOTS TO TAKE^M 
PRISONERS ^ ~m 

AND THEN' 
WE RETURN i 
TO THE 
STATES 1 
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AS THE BLACK SPIDER, RALPH NELSON, D.A., TAKES THE 
LAW INTO HI5 OWN HANDS WHEN CRIMINALS WOULD 
OTHERWI5E ESCAPE JUSTICE. AND NOT EVEN THE 
SLICKEST CROOK OR KILLER CAN ESCAPE THE: 
ENTANGLIN& WEB OF EVIDENCE SPUN BY 

THE BLACK SPIDER, 




AFTER A SHORT RIDE 



WHEN YOU GET THEM 

TIED, WE'LL TAKE THEM 

DOWN TO THE TRACKS 




THE RAILROAD DICK WON! 
BOTHER US. I GAVE HIM 
TWENTY BUCKS NOT TO 
~ '. AROUND HERE 





WHILE THE THUGS ARE BUSY, NELSON 
SNEAKS A LOOK 




WHEN THIS TRAIN 1 

IS MILES AWAY, ' 

THIS WHOLE CAR 

WILL BE BLOWN TO 81TS 

IT WILL LOOK LIKE 

AN ACCIDENT 




THE THU&5 LEAP FROM THE CAR, AND- 



NOW THERE'S NO CHANCE OF 
THEIR ESCAPING, THAT'S THE END 
OF THE D.A. AND THE 



INSIDE THE DOOMED CAR 
AS THE TRAIN STARTS 



THEY THOU&HT 1 WAS OUT, 
AND DIDN'T BOTHER TO 
TIE THESE TOO TIGHTLY. 
-LUCKY .' 






I'D BETTER GET INTO 
CHARACTER AS THE 

SLACK SPIDER 




WITH THE DOOR SEALED, 
THIS 15 OUR ONLY CHANCE 
OF SETTING- OUT IN A 
HURRY 





HERE'S SOME MONEY 
FOR THE CAR AND 
FOR YOUR INCONVENIENCE 




THERE'S A HUNDRED 
DOLLARS HERE, BY 
CRACKEY.' THAT FELLOW'S 
&ETTIN' STUCK 



WHAT'S THIS IN THE 
MIDDLE OF THE ROLL- 
WHY --WHY - THAT 
MUST HAVE BEEN THE 

BLACK SPIDER/ 





ALL RfGH" 
STAY WM 
YOU ARE 


', EVERVBODV. 
pE <■ 

VTHE 
I BLACK, 
I SPIDER,' 
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PEGOY DOD&E IS THE ONLY 

PERSON WHO KNOWS THE 

BLACK SPIDER'S TSUE 

IDENTITY 



IT'S RALPH. THANK J 
HEAVENS HE'S 5AEE 
ANYHOW ! WHAT CAM < 
HE BE 
UP TO ? 





NOW I'M GOING- TO TURN 

THE LIGHTS DOWN LOW 

AND I WANT EVERYBODY 

TO ACT PERFECTLY 

NATURALLY 




THIS YOUNG LADY IS 
GOING TO TAKE THE 

PLACE OF YOUR WIFE. 
WE'RE GOING TO PLAY 

A SURPRISE ON MR. 
N1LES ROMMO 




I. WANT YOU TWO TO CARRY ON A 
CONVERSATION - ACT PERFECTLY 
NATURAL. I DON'T THINK WE'LL 
HAVE TO WAIT LONG- 



ABOUT TEN MINUTE5 LATER 



DON'T TRY TO MAKE « v „i i.£ 

BREAK, GOVERNOR. ALL YOUR. Y NIUE3 
GUARDS AND SERVANTS HAVE J onM MfV 
BEEN TAKEN CARE OF 



ROMMO,' 




I'LL GIVE YOU ONE LAST 

CHANCE TO CALL THE PRI5QN 

AND HAVE GIMP GOLLUB'S 

EXECUTION DELAYED 



OKAY, GOVERNOR. IF YOU 
DON'T CHANGE YOUR 

MIND/ I'LL KILL YOUR WIFE 
RIGHT HERE IN FRONT 

OF YOUR 
EYES 



HEY, NILES, THIS ISN'T 
THE GOVERNOR'S WIFE,! 



[WHAT/ 





BLACK 
SPIDER 

PREVS ON 

THE 
UNDERWORLD 
A&A1N IN 
THE NEXT 
ISSUE OF 

SUPER- 
MYSTERY 
COMICS 




PETE POPO'S hands trembled as he gathered 
up dirty dishes from the- counter. One plate 
slipped, fell to the floor with a smash. Pete 
swore under his breath as he dumped the rest 
of the pile into the greasy water behind the counter. 
He glanced at the clock on the wall and his lips 
tightened. Eleven o'clock. . 

The man ought to show up around midnight, he 
thought. There was a chalky tinge to Pete's 
swarthy features as he shuffled to the front of the 
all-night lunchroom and pulled down a tattered 
green window shade to a little below the middle of 
the window. The street outside, he observed, was 
deserted. The lunchroom was near the outskirts of 
the city and Pete knew that the patrolman on the 
lonely beat would not look in on him until around 
twelve- thirty. 

Pete Popo had decided to kill a man. He did not 
even know the name of his intended victim. Two or 
three times, a month the man had made a habit of 
stopping at Pete's place on his way through the 
city. He was a heavy-set fellow who liked his food. 
On the little finger of his left hand he always wore 
a ring, and the big diamond that glittered in it had 
'sown the evil seed in Pete Popo's mind. 

Pete needed money. Not that the lunchroom had 
been a losir.s proposition, but rather that its pro-- 
prietor had a passion for playing the horses. And 
for some time now his hiek had been running 
against him. If Pete Popo could not secure two or 
three hundred dollars within the next forty-eight 
hours, he 'would have to close- up the lunchroom. 

A surge of self-assurance dispelled the prospec- 
tive murderer's nervousness as he rehearsed his 
welt-laid plan. There were two black, snub-nosed 
revolvers reposing on a shelf beneath the lunch 
counter. He would use one of these. The other 
would be found on the floor beside the "holdup" 
man. Pete wore a smug smile. 

"It's different," he mused grimly. "All the other 
guys I ever read about put the gun in the fall 
guy's hand. That takes too much time an' anyways 
it's pretty dumb. Why, a gat would slip out of a 
guy's hand when he fell down, sure." 

It was a clever idea, the plotter assured himself. 
There was no possibility of a slip-up so far as "he 
could figure. No one thereabouts knew this man 
who, at that very moment, should be driving towasd 
his doom. An epidemic of stickups had borne down 
on the fringe of the city during the past several 
weeks. Why, even the law had advised owners of 
-various business places to shoot .to kill. 



Time passed. Pete Popo began to walk up and 
down the narrow space re.v.ec-n the counter'and the 
wall, tontured by the fear that perhaps the man 
would fail to appear. If he had to wait much longer, 
he knew he might lose his nerve. The clock's soiled 
face drew his gaze. The minute hand was within a 
hair of the figure twelve. 

Suddenly Pete Popo stiffened. A car had driven 
up. Brakes screeched as it came to a stop. Heart 
thumping, Pete wailed. The door swung in. A man 
entered, a thick-;,-.-; individual. Pete's beady eyes 
caught the glitter of the rock on the arrival's left 

"Hullo," said Pete. "Gettin' damp out, huh'" 

"Yeah," replied the man, climbing onto a stool 
"How's the pork chop; tonight, Pete?" 

"Good," said Pete, striving to keep his voice 
steady. "I'll put 'em on the fire. Kinda dead around 
here tonight, ain't it?" 

The customer yawned and said: "Yeah." Then, 
"Get a lot of trucks through here, don't you?" 

"Around eleven," answered Pete. "Then thev 
start comin' in around four in the morning. On the 
way out an' on the way in, that's the way it goes." 
He paused, grinned col.iiy. "Get kinda leery about 
this time. They been knockin' off joints "around 

"Should think you would," declared the customer 
"Those pork chops smell good. Say, I'd pack a gun 
in this place if I was you." 

Pete's heart leaped. He turned to face the cus- 
tomer, grinned, then reached under the counter. He 
produced a ihlrtv-eiirh: ceiiber revolver which he 
handed to the man. "Not bad, eh? Heft of it. Ever 

The customer smirked. "Once I drove a truck 
through from New York to Detroit. In the good old 
days when the suckers naid plenty for beer. This 
rock here, well, I hold on to it to remind me of the 
time 1 was in the dough." As he- spoke the man 
gripped the gun, weighed it briefly, then returned 
it to Pete. 

Popo was careful in his manner of retrieving the 
gun, handling it by the barrel. He placed it under 
the counter again. He realized that his intended 
victim was not altogether a citizen of repute. His 
plan was air-tight. 

The pork chops were dulv placed in front of the 
customer. As he began to eat them, Pete stifled a 
yawn and walked out to the door. He looked out 
briefly, saw nothing. One street lamp glowed, its 
light reflected by the wet pavement. 

A fine drizzle of rain was. falling and Pete knew 




That the copper would stick to shelter as long as he 
could. Pete returned to his place behind the counter 
and let his eyes fall to the guns lying on the shelf. 
Near the one handled by the customer was a dry 

"Pork chops are good," the man commented 
around a mouthful. 

"Yeah," agreed Pete, and his voice was a little 
strained. He began to tidy up behind the counter, 
shooting occasional glances at the clock on the wall. 
After a time the customer gulped the lost of his 
coffee. Pete Popo set his jaws and his fingers 
glided toward a gun. 

"Guess that's all," said the man. "Gotta be goin' 
What's the damage?"*His hand, reaching into the 
container of paper r.apkir.s. sii.~er.ed. His eyes 
widened, flickered with an incredulous expression. 
A forced laugh issued from his lips as he backed 
away from the stool. 

"Ha," he gulped, "quick work, Pete, yeah. No 
stickup guy could — " The words thickened as Pete 
Popo pulled the trigger. The thick-set man shud- 
dered, toppled from the stool, his eyes dilated, 
glazing fast. 

F"TE POPO worked swiftly. By the barrel he 
picked up the gun he had let the man heft 
several minutes before. His hand was insured 
against contact with it by the dry dish towel. He 
flung it over the counter so that it would drop near 
the dead man on the floor, then raced from behind 
the counter 

Pete Popo lifted a lifeless hand and worked the 
ring from- the Ii::l= ri-gi- But he was- not through. 

He rifled the victim's pockets, found a car key- 
attached to a leather license case. Running to the 
■ door, he opened it a crack and looked out. Not a 
sound Quickly he crossed the sidewalk to the curb 
and climbed into the roadster, inserted the key, and 
turned on the ignition. A uress of his foot against 
the Starter and the engine started to purr. He 
leaped out, then began to shout. A minute or two 
later, and a policeman came running. 

"A stickup," shouted Pete and ran back into the 
lunchroom. He was behind the counter in a. flash 
and dropped the diamond ring into a pan of stale 
coffee that stood beside the big percolaters. By the 
time the policeman came in breathlessly, he was 
out in front of the counter looking down at the 
dead man. In his hand he gripped the gun. 

"Got 'im, did you, Pete?" the cop said. -"Pa'st 



"Nope," replied Pete. "He's been in, before. He 
got through eatin' and was goin' to pay up when 
1 saw he was grabbin' for a gun. I got mine fast 
an' let 'im have it. They can't do nothin' to me, 
can they, Kelly?" 

"N-no," Kelly laughed icily. "Not much. Them 
guys ask for it. Sooner or later they meet up with 
a guy like you, Pete." 

"Yeah," agreed Pete. "When I hollered for you 
I saw that he had left his car runnin'." 

Kelly looked at the dishes on the counter. "Had 
his grub first, you say Pete?" 

"Yeah." 

"Pork chops, too," remarked the cop, "He picked 
his bones pretty clean." As he spoke, Kelly looked 
down at the dead man with curious eyes. Then he 
knelt quickly and picked up the gun. Pete kept up 
his front with desperation. Kelly placed the gun on 
the counter and again stooped over the corpse, Lift- 
ing one arm by the sleeve, he scrutinized, the dead 
hand. He dropped it to the floor and reached over 
to lift the other, SuridEiiiy he straightened up. 

"What did you bump him off for, Pete?" he shot 
out bluntly. 

Pete Popo took a backward step. "K-Kelly, 
you're k-kiddin', ain't ya?" he blurted out, face 
ghastly, "Why, the guv "stuck me up an' I drormed 
him. He—" 

"You're a liar, Pete," said the cop deliberately, 
"You got him, but you should've waited until he 
had wiped his hands!" 

"H-hands?" Pete muttered, body limp. "What 
d'ya mean, Kelly?" 

"The poor guy's hands are all greasy," the cop 
said, "from eatin' pork chops with his fingers. That 
gun hasn't got a sign of grease on it. But I'll bet 
his fingerprints are on it. S:r.r.r: idea, Pete, but you 
slipped up. What did vou kill him for?" Kelly was 
on the' alert. 

"I— I.tell y'ya — " Pete stammered, panic-stricken, 
"he stuck me up— he — " 

"There's a mark on his finger where there used 
to be a ring," the cop went on, his own weapon 
pointing at the murderer. "Was there a rock in it, 
maybe? I heard you was pretty well busted, Pete, 
owe four months' rent on this joint. Come clean, 

Pete Popo was through. The supply of nerve he 
had gathered up for the job had petered out. Face 
pasty, he lifted a shaking finger end pointed toward 
the counter. 

"I-in the bottom of that p-pan of coffee, K-Kelly/' 
he whispered hoarsely. 
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IT'S AGOODTMG 
HE DOESN'T KNOW 
HOW TOREADTUt 
GfiGFS OR HE'0 KNOW 
I'M BRINGING THE 
MiNI-SUSTO-fflFSUf?. 
FACE 
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«£«*- PRIZE Canted! !! 

HEY, KIDS, HERE'S SOMETHING 
YOU'VE ALWAYS WANTED/ 



THREE LUCKY BOYS OR SIRLS .re going to be the envy of all the other 
kids in the neighborhood- They're going to receive ABSOLUTELY FREE e 
set of the ORIGINAL DRAWINGS of their favorite SUPER-MYSTERY 
COMICS characters! 

Imagine owning, having all to yourself, to hang in your room, to show the 
other kids, A PERSONALLY AUTOGRAPHED set of ORIGINAL action-story 
drawings of MAGNO. VULCAN, THE BLACK SPIDER, SKYSMITH, or any 
of the other characters you've enjoyed, right from the pen of their creators! 

You get YOUR CHOICE of the original drawing, of ANY of these or other 
SUPER-MYSTERY COMiCS characters! Big, handsome pictures, twice the 
site of this page. 

The means of getting these valuable prizes, that CAN'T BE BOUGHT FOR 
MONEY ANYWHERE, is simplicity itself. 

All you have to do is fill out the ballot below this announcement and write a 
simple statement of 100 words stating which are your favorite characters in 
'-UPER-MYSTERY COMICS and why, and mention any new type of story 
,ou might like to read in this magazine. 

To the authors of the best three letters will go A COMPLETE SET OF ORIG- 
INAL DRAWINGS of the character they place first on their ballot. 

THIS BIG FREE SUR-PRIZE CONTEST IS OPEN TO ALL. IT COSTS 

NOTHING TO ENTER. SEND IN YOUR LETTER 

AND BALLOT RIGHT NOW. 



BALLOT . 



SUPER-MYSTERY COMICS, 

Periodical House, Int., 

67 West 44 Slreet, New York, N. Y. 



SUPER-MYSTERY COMICS are the following, listed in order of 
Of these four fenturee I would like to sen 
(name featim-) made longer. 



The character I like leiwt .if .ill i: 

NAME 

ADDRESS 




11 Guy 







